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‘every other heart tha was to heavy for the legs that caried it, 


PRaLaGuE 


When I was younger [had a recurring nightmare about fer off 
place full of dark things. I remember forcing my eyes open to 
escape it. As the years passed, the images began to fade and I had 
the dream less and less. It's like part of your imagination being 
overactive and never sleeping. As 've grown older I've found: 
myself thinking of it more fondly, trying to remember how these 
scenes played in my mind and inventing new ones. 


Using some of the best underground artists I have ever met 
(whose work continually takes my breath away), [hope to explain 
‘myself, Here they take the form of criminal sketch artists, and 
have made what amounts to drawings of suspects, This is how 
they looked to the best of my memory. Tam just a cartographer. 
‘At best this isa map that will get you back to this world, and at 
‘worst this is me spilling the best secret I ever had. 


‘This dream used to make me afraid of sleep. [remember begging, 
my Mom for half hour increments to put off the inevitable, the 
unavoidable. | used to think of every happy thought in my head 
before I went to sleep ina desperate effort to escape it, And then 
one day t just went aw 


‘This is me at my most honest. My most naked. I think somewhere 
in everyone is The Boy. No one wants to he what they are. This is 
cliché and trite, but it ismine, Don't sleep. 


"Trassoryiea compte wast th opt yo lone 
reading it, When you are done you'll ask yourself what the point 
was, There isn’t one, Every life has a lull in it that gets so bad and 
seems so long that you can't remember when or why it started. It 
skips around and probably isn’t worth it but tome it reads like the 
bible, This is the story of a lul....read it like a crime scene report 
‘or an autopsy, because that’s all ever was. 


‘This isnot the kind of hoy who deserves a story. He is not the 
kind of hoy that deserves to be remembered. He is not the kind 
of boy who has. name. Or at least not one that he can remember. 
Nelther did his mother or father... they barely remembered he 
\yas alive, He is the kind of kid that just gets by. He is the kind 

of kid who you forget about ax soon as you meet him, He ts the 
B-side to yourhit single, He is the crust on the bread, the ash ona 
cigarette, He is every face you have ever forgotten (he is us). The 
kids at hs school would have hated him if they had even noticed 
his existence. When you're always alone it feels strange when, 
youare together with anyone, He gets up every morning with the 
same stupid smile on his stupid face. He looks in the mirror at his 
chipped tocth and scars. The mouse brown hair that looks like it 
needs a haircut (but not ina good way), His wrists a bad day away 
from being slit, His left leg just shorter than his right, giving him 
a look of being permanently disheveled. And smiles. 


‘That's how stupid this boy is He isthe straight to video sequel 
toyoursummerhitmovie, He isthe verse to that xengon the 
radio you hove to hum crase you can’t remember the words, You 
“could break this k's heart, he 0 farbeyord that, This ts the 
“kindof kid who lew out the candles. hope ll lane for too many 
birthdays to remember. And no one has ever fallen in love with 
anyone with stall that’s jst dripping with “please die" So why 
{che smiling? Because he can hear the draning guitars and words 
‘strceming undor the bathroom door. They wrote is moods. 


‘boy wished he could live tn the “humdrum towns” and 
tal villages”. He sang “I wish I weren't mw” overand ewer 
Just at ofthe key of love until he forgot the words and 
tomly humm along, Everyday was the-same, The same stupid 
leon thesime stupid boy. Until the days blurred into a hase 
hoy dropped intoa depression. Not « cool dark room andl 
Jette depression like the songs he loved, but one that felt Ikke 
1s being smothered by a safe, suburban, monatenent blanket. 
ing felt Like a hoadache to the boy. Exery feces, every stu 
ullered sentence all wrapped up into the biggest headache 
‘So the boy took an aspirin. And another and another and. 


wont to sleep, lullabyed by hopes he would never wake up 
dso: “tell my mom, I'm sorry- ust cant be bothered anymore”) 
fhe woke up the heatlache was gone and in its place wana 
ichache that fell like bird beaks and teeth, and ¢ new head: 
‘in the form of his mother's worry. Shesid he was okay he 
{got confused. Sho sue ho was olay but he jut needod to talk 
someone. So the stupid, stuttering, ugly boy was sent toa doctor 


—-> 


hoy hail never been more scared in his life, But he explained 
headaches, the songs and his dreams, and sat there with the 
chipped grin on his face, He was ecstatic to have someone 
tohim even ifhismother had to pay them to do it. The doctor 
wed Lo the boy talk about how the vinyl feos and how the 

Jes looked inside hishead, And then he gave the boy abottle 
pllly and told him to put away his records and take one when 


sickin sown shin or lke he was breathing on the bottom of 
1 (see alo: breathless). These wore the headaches and 
Aloprssion, but they wer eat thoughts that could be wished 
eth astmple pil, These were the reasons the stupid tut 
ugly, forgettable boy wasn’t popular, Why he could’ At 
Why he was so morbid But the boy was to lupid to know 
‘ni o hs took hs grin athe pitsand walked home. Fist 
yew ot al of hie record, trashed hi heart and thon hs went 
1. The frst ght wasn’t bad atoll. He has! ¢dreaanthat he 
rappesinside s burning gts hex. His ngs seared asthe 
snslied, There wers just enough holes poked in the glass 
unto gasp through for someone to com an seve isn. To 
jnyon the molu)rning: Hut these wasnt anpone there even 


re was he was pretty sure they wouldn't come for a mess like 
|. He woke upasativeashe ever felt. The second night was 

bithardor. He fell homesick for plices he had never hae 
bse hearts he had never loved. 


nd night was unbearable, He crawled along the floor 
‘the crack of light in the bathroom door. He opened it 
ind the pills the therapist had given him. The bottle read 
tine Industries” on the side. The hoy should have found 
(Westrange but instead he was blissfully unaware (being 
ie little wretch that he was). Hee took one out. ft was huge 


. He closed his eyes, put the pill in his mouth and toak 
|yater, Butthe pill went halfway down the boy's throat 
| Thie stupid and ugly, stuttering and forgettable 
‘thoy was choking. And just ashe was sure it would not go 
Kid. The boy's eyes felt like they had weights on them, 
Inpsed on the tile and fell asleep. Ashis eyes shut the boy 
‘help but notice how bigand yellow the moon looked. 
he Hoy woke up itwas morning, or so he thought. There 
lighteverywhere. Hishouse felt older, The Boy pulled 
lohisfeet, He feltdifferent, lighter. The Boy shouted 
Joneanswered, No one told him to be quiet or that he was 
school, He went downstairs und opened the door, The 
is overcast, There were no birds or green trees, The Boy 
\de, He believed that this must be adream. He ran to the 
mirror and looked init, 


jhe matters stranger he now had a stem of thorns running 
‘Nisside. He pulled on them and folta drop of blood fall 
‘le. He laughed to himself at how much he felt tke “The 
Wye Thorn in his Side", just like the song. Everything felt 
de of a song. His lungs breathed in forthe first time, 
downstatrsand outside again. He feltalive forthe 
«He fell like the fast bullot ima gun meant for revenge, 
hu kiss. He fell understood. He felt memorable. There 
rds singing; only bateand owls flew through the air 
sand swooping at The Boy. Even the rocks secmed interested 
he Hoy loved all his newattention. He walked around the 
and explored this new world until ho felt it bogin to 
The sun fell tate oranges and reds that looked like the 
world, burning into something past what words could 
Ihe. The Boy felt like a weight had come off of his shoul 
iat he had imagined that there was any weight there in 
place. He fell in love with sunsets at 4 in the afternoon. 


=> 


oy Walked into the house Ke felt humselt becoming heavier 
ystep. Healeo noticed the sun wis pecking around 
HHuunging clouds, as though he hadn't noticed tall day, 
to feel stupid and forgettable again. He Inaked dawn 
amas it began to wither. The Boy bogan to panic. He 
{othe bathroom retracing his steps. He was losing his 
ying desperately to hold on. He looked down at the floor 
ark lack tablets lying in an open bottle on the Noor, 
ist he it, The Roy thought. The pills. He picked one up, 
wed itwhole, This time it went down casily without 
ind ust did Lhe clouds blocked out the Wght once again 
‘wun began to set much faster. He could once again hear 
ping on the window, The soaps were his again, This 
Inisagain.....no heart wassafe, Thank god The Doctor 
him these pis. And this workd, Little did his know 
In the real world(where he was just a nervous, stutter 
forgettable boy) the doctor was on the phone explaining 
how he had given the boy suger tablet placebos and 
fry to make some new friends. He fot like he now had 
Janame. And The Boy with the Thorn in His Side was 
th his new world. The Boy spent minutes that became 
hs kn his new world, Evary time he fell sloep he woud 
Lf back into the boring, hateful world he earme from, 
is motherand father talking to the doctor wha gave him 
Fveryone thought The Boy had simply run away, 
‘even noticed he was gone. He saw people spending 
fe thinking about him now that he was gon than they 
‘spent when he wasalive. These dreams always ended 
doctor reaching his hand in so cold, and grabbing him 
hold him in that world. Each time it was becoming harder 
from. So every time his eyelids grew heavy or the thorns 
odie he would swallow a pill. Ironically hisnightmares ia 


‘The Roy's time was spent exploring, He began with 
‘which was a twisted version of the one he lived jn with 
Darker. Grayer. Everything within the house and 

Jn strange proportion. Bigger and more twisted than 
‘ween, Wolves lived in the walls, They seemed almost 
wrt dark gray fur jagged out, and broath that seemed 
6, Their tecth spun in rows like sharks. They lunged 
ul tried to snatch him ashe snickesed down the 
first few nights The Boy slept in his room next to a 
100k the place of his bed. The things outside laughed 
Je The Boy couldn't sleep. Butashe became more and 
able he opened the coffin and began lying in iL 
Jonough to sleep. It was the only pioce of furniture 
house, One night he was awoken by the laughing 
‘window. He peered out his window into the dark: 
lights bursting not far away. They were brilliant. 
Sirobingin the darkness. Every timo ons burstand 


wild iluminate two sets of eyes. ILsent shivers down 
Ine, not of fear but anticipation. 


"a 


The Boy had heen bursting to share this world with someone and 
he was finally getting his chance. “Hello" he stuttered. His 
Yolce was hoarse from not belng used. [Lfeltrusty. Suddenly the 
darkness consumed everything The fireworks topped. Desperate, 
‘The Boy ran down the stetrs waking the wolves inthe wall on the 
way. He ran 40 or 50 feet until he hitthe shacoxes of fa people. 
eo could barely make them out, Ore of themlit amatch glow: 
Ingand revealing twa pale faces. The stars crossed and The Boy 
‘wished ho could have hung himself on them. He stuttored again, 
ripping on his tongue. This caused the girls to giggle more, 
“What's your name?", The Hoy asked. The girl withthe darker 
Joie replied *Rattall” and lifted her arm jiggling a dead rat she 
had ted on her wrist like some morbid form of jewelry: the r0- 
dont gold standard, the rotehing and unraveling of style (have you 
‘ever seen someone and known that they owned you before they 
‘ven spoke), It would almost be seductive iit wasn't xo dreadful. 
‘The girl was pale with ot black har. Strange. Dut The Boy was 
‘ilove, The girl continued, “This ssmy sister lathop”, gesturing 
{o ths tal girl hovering with hee patted dress inches From the 
ind. She heldanaxein one hand, Nothing seemed strange 
{o"The Boy anymore inthis world, The gil’ Linked hands, Bats 
soped overhead like doves. The Boy asked her if she wanted 
[know his name, This goddamn kid had cobwebs on the ippers 
Dis pents. Ske laughed egain, glancing down at the thora now 
Ippingrblood, as ithe couldn't be more obvious. Instead she 
him if he wanted to light dandelions with thom. He peused, 
other fit of laughter, “You've never It dandelions? she asked, 
1) picked a huge white flower off of the ground and litt. It 
sol above into une ofthe brilliant strobes he had seen earlier 
began picking them in hunches and thrawing them It inka 
Anght sky. The white ones disappearing in ashes of light and 
yellow ones popping loudly and drifting into hazes of smoke 
moonlight. 


> 


This Went on until the wun began to rive and the new friends 
parted ways. The Boy went back to sleep happily n his coffin, 

He dreamt that the pills ran out and he found himealf back n his 
former world in the doctor's office, The doctor's breath heating. 
up the entire room. The boy was trapped. He was hated and stupid 
and ugly and forgettable again. He pried his eyes open and wished 
himself out of the dream. He awoke in the coffin again in cad 
sweat. The black and red velvet felt so safe. The Hoy met with his 
‘new friend aguin and agals as the days stretched into routine, 
‘The thoras bled when he spent time with Flattop and Rattail and 
witherod when the gray clouds spread to show the sun. The pills 
In the bottle grew fewer and feweras The Key had the drearn of 
the doctor lessand less. He had all but forgotten about the “real 
world", until one day the boy held the bottle that read “Clandes 
Hine Industries* and saw that there ware only a few pills eft, So. 
{he bor began to ration them. This made the dreams stretch ot 
Tho Boy real 
sed he was losing his world. He was sure of i this time. 


for longer and the daylight creep in more and mor 


le hegan to devise a plan to save himself. Realising the con- 
‘ion between his dreams and his new world, he made himsel{ 

I sleep and dreamt himself into the dactar’s office. He had 
top and Rattail wait outside of the coffin and watch to pull 

noul, Inside the doctor's office, the boy frantically pulled out 
\wersin search of the pills, He found a closet Full of files of 
aud girls, and a lock, Smashing it open, he found bottles of 
lack piliswith the same *Clandestine Industries” label on 

|. He grabbed as many as would fin his pockets and ran out 

Moor. 


By now the breathing was hot on his neck, but The Boy couldn't 
see anything buta shadow as he burst out the fice doors. He fad 
‘one more stop: back to the house he had grown up in with the par 
cents who now missed the boy more than they had ever loved him, 
hhefore, There The Boy pulled the withered thern from his side 
and in the blood he scrawled *Iove you. | arn never coming bac 
‘With that he shouted for Flattop and Rattail to pull himout. As 
the did the shadow's arms reached for him and he felt caught for « 
moment. Itwas the coldest second of The Boy's life. It felt Ike 

{lasted forever, a8 if his heart had stopped. The Bey bresthed in 

pas he collapsed on the floor on top of the girls, He hid the 
ls. He found explaining anything to them, especially of an- 
hor world, would only induce thom into fits of laughter, He felt 
lll. Kewas as If something had followed him through, fut The 
buried the feeling and allowed hinself to be comtent with the 
faction of having all the pills he would need fora long time, 


Loy 


That night the wolves in the walls didn't howl at all. As they 
lit dandelions, The Boy sawa figure far offon the skull hil. It 
appeared to be staringat thom, orratherhim, asit paced likes 
ccoyed animal. The next day The Boy went with Flattop and Rat- 
tall to se where the figure was standing. The day was overcast 
ss usual, They climbed the hill made of skulls to the crooked 
‘tree at the top. There they found a hoy, who was toa pretty for 
hisown good, dangling. The rope around his neck was tattered. 
‘The noose was pulled Light. The Boy with the Thorn in His Side 
gesped atthe sight. Flies buzzed like angels around the hanging 
boy's head. The pretty bay looked up and winked, The hanging, 
boy looked familiar. He looked to The Boy likea toy he had ance: 
‘owned and forgotton about. As the gitls pulled down the hanging 
doy, hw explatmed that fe had spent his days in a dark closet for 
{ss longas he could remember, then had one day woken up here. 
*Of course" The Bor remembered. This toy had been « Buddy 
iI, “anttle boy's bestfriend” Atleast that’s how the market- 
went, This bueldy doll was Far more worn. He was dirty end 
red looking. He explained howall the years of being dragged 
ind halfalive made him want to be doad (we are all the corpses 
ith our own funerals, the toys you left behind). He was 
jolten about (The Boy knew how st felt). My Dead lhuedy, They 
In walking down the hill and through the dandelion pasture, 
Boy lauylted about the fact that back home these flowers were 
shut here they were Flatlop and Rattail' fireworks, Buddy 
Wi behind ther, noose and all, running to catch up every few 
He descrihed a man ina white suit he had seen beneath him 
Jull that night, studying the house, The Boy stopped dead 
racks. The blood ran from bis face like Uhe air escaping in 
um. He grabbed Rattatl’s hand, He wae seared. It pushed 
feclings through hie like a car crash. He dropped an *Llare 
hank god the wind caught t before it was hea. 


> 


‘That night buddy and The Boy hid in the tree on skull hill while 
the girls lay inwait in the dandelion pasture. The elaw-ike fingers 
of the tree wrapped around them a sleep came near. Eventually 
Ley smelled hot, acrid breath and feltt heating the airaround 
them. Itmade'The Boy feel the same stck feeling of ied heaks and 
laws in his stomach as before. They peered down through the 
itarkness, They heard growling behind row upon row of shark Jeeth 
snopping atthe air, Leashed to alarge figure in white were the 
wolves, which had been released! from the walls ofthe hoy's house. 
The figure was huge. Apparently coming through to thie world 
(used a transformation of sorts. Your insides became your outsides. 
Everyone was ugly. The Doctor was huge and disprapertioned. 
His teeth were large and his white suit wasa dirty off-white now: 
His empty eyes looked towards The Boy's house ashe sniffed at 
the ule, Coming from the openings in the logs of his pantsand his 
sleeves were even dirtier looking tentacles that appeared to be 
Jhokling the leash to the wolves. The tentacles spun in all directions 
ud they seemed to be searching for something; a thought or a 
weart beat. In the distant black air fireworks buest in brilliant 
jplors. The doctor strode forth with the wolves, gnashing their 
eth. Separating them from each other was a strain on the eyes. 
Decame hard to tell which was 4 more brutal animal. The Boy 
sd ut for Rattall ashe slid from the tree, Buddy fell through 
ranches moments later. They ran down the ill slippiag on 
1, The Bor grabbing few asheran, As they reached the pas 
they saw The Dactor's huge body walking towards the house. 
nd him, his tentacles dragged Flattop and Rattail by their 
fs. The Boy caught up with them (ust inside the huge door 
Muddy threw his noose around the necks of the wolves. With 
uf force he sent them slamyning inte the wall. The wolves 
to fll to pieces and slide back together, teeth spinning 


uappingat the room, Yet they were trapped back in the wal 


‘The Doctor spun and planed The Boy up against the wall withan. 
‘ter tentacle. Buddy tried to run but wascaughtin Ms own noose 
aguins the wall and found himself hanging, hal dead again, The 
Doctor's focus was on The Loy again. The Boy couldw't breathe. 
is lungs feitike they were exploding It's funny the thoughts 
that run through your head when you feel your life sipping, Hed 
‘The Doctor made this world? Had this been an experiment ora 
siream? ‘The Bay choked. He woke upon the oor upstatrs. The 


Doctor wasleaning over him with a huge necalle. He had locked. 
the gietsinthe coffin with chainsattached to a massive heart 
shaped lock. The scone locked like a wedding party gone bad. 
‘The bride was beautiful (Loo bad she'd never make tt to the heney~ 
‘moon) turning blue with the bridesmaid locked inapine box. The 
‘groom with the coldest feet ever, left at the altar, 


The Doctor held the thorns between clamps, sticking them with 
the needle and injecting dark Mid. The Boy faltsick, Heno 
Jonger feltsafe Inhis own skin, The thorns began to wither, The 
Boy felt himself slipping back to his old self. Hee saw the elouels 
Alsappearing outside. The sun ripped theough the room light 
lng every inch of dust and dirt, imprisoning them all within the 
moment, The bats began to fade into bluesky. He elt inside his 
pockets for the bones he had picked up on the way clown the hill, 
He sharpened his fawsand disappointments into daggers. The 
room slowed. Every single grain on the floor eame into focus in 
‘he Boy's eye -Hyhea bullet through « Nock of birds. 


He smashedd The Doctor in the face with a bane, stunning him. 
|e grabbed the keys from around The Doctor's neck and unlocked 
Uke chains from the eoffin, The gels were blue inside and the 
‘rush of airbrought life to their eyos. 


The girls jumped out and helped to hold The Doctor down as they 
used a hamer to dive the bones into his feet, holding hin in 
place, Dark black blood spouted out from hs feet. The Doctor 
‘expressed ao emotion or reaction to the pan, though he tie to 
lit his fet which were tappod in place, Maybo if he could have 
‘ead The Boy's eyes he would have seen “say « prayer for every 
‘hing you're ever over cause you wil ever sow again” The 
oy no longer cared for himself r hs heart bul only tosuve thts 
pice, to seve thisnew world, Hein to the bathroom and gota 
bottle of pls ane needle and thread. The Doctor was now thrashing 
lik rabid ssimal ashe sew The Boy with the pills. His tecth 
seemed to enlarge and sharpen to knivesas The Roy drew clone, 
like an animal caught na trap, lashing Sut et overythingin last. 


ect of desperation. 


Dut you couldn't touch this kid right now, bullets would have 
dodged him. He shoved the pills down The Doctor's throat be- 
fore Rattal stitched his mouth stu so he couldn't spit them out. 
‘The Doctor’ tentacles began ta wither and fall off, each one sti 
searching, grabbing for The Boy. Ho thrashed about, And then 
«the cloud drifted back together, and the room returned to Its 
hedisappoared, 


usual gr 


The Boy went downstairs and saw Buddy hanging there, Finally 
resting. Dead or alive, he looked peaceful, 0 The Boy loft kim 
there like atoy onthe shelf: He looked down the withering 
thorns and realized he had used all ofthe pills ta get rid of The 
Doctor, The Boy felt tired. He hugged! Flattop and Rattall. Good 
‘ight was goodbye. Rattall sae “I guess we are al there ever 
wav" Somehow it made sense. Or maybo not. Ho hugged her 
Light, mixing their tears to be bottled and fermented, so they 
could be drunk on each other when thie wasailoves, Hope never 
‘wanted them, but they took anyway. 


‘The Hoy then lay in the coffin and fell asleep, He dreamt himself 
awake. He woke up asaliveasheever was. He was in hls bed in @ 
cold sweat, 


Ho reached down for the thorns, but couldn't Feel a thing, Only 
hnuge scars stuck out where the thorns ance were. Every songthat 
‘evor made the boy foe! in love ran through his head at once, The 
doctor never returned to his office and his patents began ta locke 
for a new physician, The boy peayed for car ereshos and heat 
atlocks to lake him back, Somehow the dreamsand nightmares 
‘were like life on the run, and there was nothing chasing him 
anymore. 


Ri ©)" Cal 
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Ashe grew older the nightmares were harder and harder to come 
ly. He became forgetful of how to got back and forth, finding the 
heart shaped lock on more and more ofthe places he was trying [0 
getto, Stuckwhere lies wervn’t angels, where dandelions were 
ust weeds. Here is The Boy with the Thorn in HisSide, dying 
inyour world. A mansmade monster with every human emotion, 
‘overdose on worthlessness in 4 wold that could never wrap i's 
head around him (so don’t even try) 


When it's all over just remember every single word you ever sti 
‘was albeays ust a bullet in his head. Bury himunderground between 
Fricnds end love - the only things that are gonna make it to the end: 
With him, Look for hisbody buried beneath where the yellow weeds 
are growing and know he's still living in his nightmares. 


This tory never really had a point, 11s just lull -a skip inthe 
record, Wearoaddresses in ghost towns, Weare old wishes that 
over came true. Weare hand grenades (and every word you say 
pulls the pin). Weare all gods, weare all monsters, It never really 
begins or ends because Somewhere, there ts 2 kid that looks and 
feels just ike thi(u)s. To you this kid is probably just « headache, 
Duttome heisyold, 


behind the hatred there lies a murderous desire for love” 


Pesem Wenee is the hassist of 
Fall Out Boy. He lives in the sul 
urbs of Chicago with his parents 
ind two 


He went toart schoc 
He does illustration 


His ume is [HE-FESAMIN 


